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SIXTH INSTALLMENT

TEe photo-drama corresponding fo the mstaliments of
““The Trey O'Hearts'’ may now be seen af the leading
moving picture theaters. By this uniqgue arrangement
w'ith the Untoersal Film Mfg. Co. # s therefore not only

. L
possible to read ** The Trey O'Hearls"" in ihis paper.
but also to see each instaliment of i of the moving
pictore theafers.
{Copyright, 174, by Louis Joseph Vance.)
CRACK © DOOM

BYNOPEIA—The 3 of Henrts l» the “Aeath wign’ rm-
ploved by Seneen Trise in the priveats war of yengeanies
*hich, throdugh Wi duughter Judith, & woman of violent
raanione ke his own, he wages against Alan Law, son of
the man (now dead) whom Trine held respunsible for he
Brcident which made him a helpless erippls Maone, Judith's
twin and douhle, loves Almn, And learnine of hef slater s
campaign againet him, leaves home and lolne her fortunsa
teo hin Under dramatio circumstances Almm shves Judith's
life mnd wo wine har Inve: Bul fallurs to ghake bhile conetancy
ta Mose kindlea Indlth's lealousy and settlen her o her
hamiridal purpnes Ehe s Iargely reaponsible for & abig
wreck in Nantuckst seubid, from which Rose and Alan #acapr
with (heir friend Barrws, Jodith pursulag in & chariered
hoaner wWith & crew of cut-throata

I-8TRANDED,

Mr. Thomas Barcua pleked himself up from the
bottom of the lifeboat, whera he had heen violent
ly precipitated by the impact of grounding, blinked
und wiped tears of pain from his sves, solicltously
tasted his nose and meemed to derive little If pny
comfort from the discovery that it was not broken,
opened his mouth . and remembered the pres-
ence of a lady.

“Poor Mr. Barcus!" she sald gently. “I'm ®o
sorry. Do forget I'm herea—and say it oul loud!"

Mr, Barcus dropped his hande and drooped his
head at the same time,

“It can’t be did,” he complained in emblttered
recignation: “the words have never been Invent
ad . L

In the bows, Mr. Law (who had barely maved
himself a headlong plunge overbonrd when the
shoal took fast hold of the keel) felt tenderly of
his excorinted shins, then, rislng, compassed the
sea, sky and shore with an anzlous gare,

In the offing there was nothing but the fat, m
ftlesa expanse of the night-bound tide, near at
band vaguely silvered with the moonlight, In the
distances blending Into shadows: never a light or
shadowy, stealing sail in that quarter to indlcate
pursult,

“Where ars we?' he wondered aloud.

“Ark me an easy one,” Barcus replied: “some-
where on the south shore of the eape—unless
somebody's been tampering with the lay of this
land. That's a lighthouss over yonder."

, Alan took soundings from the bows.

“Barely two feet,” he announced, withdrawing
the oar from the water, “and eel-grass no end.”

“Oh!" Barcus ejaculated with the accent of en-
lightenment; and leaving the motor, turned to the
stern, over which he draped himself in highly un-
decorative fashion while groping under water for
the propeller.

“That's the answer” he reported; “there's a
young bale of the sald eel-grass wrapped round
the wheel. Which, I supposs, means I've got to go
overboard and clear it away.”

Idke Mr. Law, he wore nelther shoss nor other
garmenta that could be more damaged by salt
water than they had been—but only shirt, trousera
and a beit.

“If you've nothing better to do, my eritical
friend," he observed as he stooped to hack and
tear at the mass of weed embarrassing the pro
pelier, “you might step out and give us a trial
shove, Don't straln yourself—just gee if you can
move her"

The boat bydged not an Inch—but Mr. Law's
feet did, slipping on the treacherous mud bottom
with the upshot of his downfall: with a mighty
t#plash he disappearsd momentarily beneath the
surface—and left his temper behind when he
emerged.

As for Mr. Barcus, he suffered llke loss within
five minutes; when, with much peins’and patience
having freed the wheel, he climbed aboard and
sought to restart the motor. After a few affecting
coughs it relapsed Into stubborn silence.

Studious examination at length brought out the
fact that the gasoline tank was empty,

“Not so much as & smell left,"” Barcua reported.

“It's no use," he conceded at length. "We're
here for keeps.”

“Why not wade ashore? Rose Trine suggeated
mildly from the place she had taken In the stern
in order to lighten the bows. “It isn't so far—and
what's one moere wetting?

“That’s the only sensible remark that's been
uttered by any party to this lunatic enterprise
since you hove within earshot of me, Mr. Law.”
sald Mr. Barous. “Respectfully submitted.”

“The verdiot of the lower ecourt stands ap-
proved,” Alan responded gravely.

“But there's no sense In Miss Trine wading”
Barcus suggested. “We're web-footed as It js;
and she's too tired.”

“Well, what then?"

“We can carry her, can't we?™

—

II-THE ROCKET.

“Gee!" he grunted frankly, when after a toll
some progress from the boat, Rose at length
slipped from the seat formed by the clasped hands
of the two men. “And It was me who suggested
thia!™ «

The girl responded with a quiet laugh of the
most natural effect imaginable—until it ended in
a sigh, and without the least warning she erumpled
upon herself, and would have fallen heavily, in o
dead falot, but for Alan's quickness,

“Good Lord!" Barcus exclaimed, a= Alan gently
lowered the Inert body of the girl to the sands.
“And to think I didn't understand she was o
nearly all io—chafing her lke that! 1'd like to
kick myself!"”

“Don't be impatient,” Alan advised grimly: “T'm
busy just at present, but Meantime, you
might fetch some water to revive her.”

It was an order by no means easy to fill: Barcus
had only his cupped hands for a vessel, and little
waler remained (n them by the time he had dashod
from the shaliowsa back to the spol where Rose lay
unconsclous, while the few drops he did manage
to sprinkie Into her face avalled pothing toward
rousing her from the trancelike slumbers of ex-
haustion luto which she passed from her falnting
R

In the end Alan gave up the effort. “She's all
right,” be reported, releasing the wrist whose pulse
he bad been timing. “She fainted, right encugh,
but pow she's just asleep—and needs i, God
knows! It would be kinder to let her rest, at least

until T see what sort of a reception that lght
housa I8 Inclined to offer us”™

“You'll go, then?" Darcus inquired
lHef, mysalf ;

“I'd just as

“No, et me" Alan Inelsted. “It's not far—not
mora than n quartor of a mila. And she'll ba pafe
enongh here, In your care, the little time I'm
Eone

Harcug nodded. His face wan drawn and gray
in the moonglare “Thank God!™ he breathed
brokenly, “"you're able I'm not

He sat down wsoddenly and reeted hiz head on
his kneen Don’t be longer than you can halp,”
lie muttered thickly,

He bad come to the headland of the lighthouse
itaslf bofore the ground began to shelve more
gently to the beach; and was on the point of
nddressing himeelf to the durk und sllent coltage

Alan delayed long enough only to make n few
inquiries, drawlng out the Information that for
one who had not patience to wait 1i'® morning
train porthbound, the quickest way to any eity of
importance was by boal across Buzzard's bay to
New Hedford

Boats, It was Implied, ware plentiful, readily to
be chartered

A time-table supplied all other needful advice.
Alan wrote his message nwiftly

Addressed to Digby, his man of business in New
York, it required that gentleman to arrange for a
motor-car to be held In walting on the waterfront
of New Bedford from three a. m. untll called for
in the name of Mr. Law, as well as for a special
traln at Providence, on similar provisions,

He found his sweetheart and bis friend much
ue he had left them, with this difference: that

e ———

entirely to play the game by tha rules, The In-
difference he displayed toward the weapon was
positively unprofessional—for he knocked It aside
ak Il it had been nothing more dangerous than a
siraw. And In the same flutter of an evelash, he
launched himself llke a wildcat at the throat of
Mr. Breed.

Bafore that one knew what was happening He
had gons over the stern and had involuntarily dls
armed himself as well

"And Just for this.” he added before getting out
of earshot—"T'm going to treat my party to =
Joyride In your pretty powerboat.”

He concluded this speech abruptly as Barcus
brought them up under the quarter of the power
crulser.

Within two minutes the motor was spivning
contentadly, the mooring had been slipped, and the
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They Carrled Her Ashore.

of the lightkeeper whon he paused, struck by sight
of what till then had been hidden from him

The promontory, he found, formed the eastern
extremity of n widearmod If shallow harbor where
rode at moorings a considerable number of small
craft—pleasura vessals assorted about equally with
fishing boats. And barely an elghth of & mila on,
longlegged wharis stood knee<deep in the water,
like tentacles flung out from the sleepy little fish-
ing village that dotted the rising ground—a com-
munity of perhaps two hundred dwellings.

Nor was this all: even as Alan hove in view of
the village, he heard a serles of stacento snorts,
the harsh tolling of a brazen bell, the ruomble of
a train pulllng out from a station. And then he
maw its Jewelstring of lights flash athwart the
landscaps and vanish as its nolke died away
diminuendo.

Whure one traln ran, another must. e need
only now secure something to revive Rose, help
her somehow up the beach, and In another hour
or two, of a certalnty, they would be speeding
northwards, up the eanpes, toward Boston and the
land of law and order

A eurly citizen, this agent, fll-pleased to have
his plans disordered by chance-flung strangers.
He grected Alan's breathless query with & grunt
of ingrained churlishness,

“Nah," he averred, “they aln't no more trains
till morpin’. Can't ¥' see I'm shuttin' up?™

"Hut surely there must be a telegraph station—*

“You bet your life they le—right here in this
depot. An' I'm shuttin® it up, too.”

“But 1 must send & telegram.” Alan protested
“I tell you, 1 must. It's & matter of life and
death.”

Sure, voung feller, It always is—after busl
ness hours ™

“Won't you open up again—"

“1 tell you, no'"

In desperation Alan rammed a hand into his
trousers pocket Wil s dollar influence your
hetter Judgment ™ he uggested shrewdly,

Lat's see vour dollar,” the other returned with
no less craft—open incredulity ioforming his
countlanAance

And, surely snough, Alan brought forth an empty
band

Make a light," he eald sharplvr, “My money's
In & belt round my walst. Open up your office.
You'll get your dollar, all right."

“All right." he grumbled, recpening the door of
the telegraph booth and making & second light
inside. "There's blanks and a pencil. Write your
message. It ain't often | do this—but I'll make an
axcoption for you."

»

'.l e Ly

Mr. Barcus now Iay flat on his back and snoring
lustily,

He was placated quickly enough, howaver, by
Alan's news,

But when it was the turn of Rose—they faltered.
Nona the less, it had to be done. Alan hardened
his heart with the reminder of their urgent ne
cossity, and eventumlly brought her to with the
gld of a few drops of brandy,

Between them, they helped her up the beach,
pest the point, and at length to the door of the
hotel, where—reanimated by the mere promise of
food—Rose disengaged thelr arms and entered
without more assistance; while Bareus was de
terred from treading her heels In his own fam-
inlied eagerness, by the hand of Alan falling heavily
upon his arm,

“Walt!” the latter admonished In a half-whispaer,
“Look there!™

Barcus followed the direction of his gesture—
and was transfixed by the sight of a rocket Epears
Ing into the night-draped sky from a point invis-
ible beyond the headland of the lighthouse.

The two consulted one another with startled and
fearful eyes, .

As with one volce they murmured one word:
“Judith!™ To this Alan added gravely; “Or some
epy of hers'"

Then rousing, Alan released his friend, with a
smart shove urging him ascross the threshold of
the hotel.

“Go on" he Insisted, "join Rose and get your
supper. I'll be wilh you as soon a8 I can arrange
for a boat. Tell her nothing more than that—that
I thought It unwise to wait until everybody was
nbed before looking round.”

He turned to find his landlord approaching from
the direction of the hotel barroom. And for the
time it geemed that the wind of thelr luck must
have vesred to a favoring quarter; for the question
was barely uttered before the landlord lifted a
willing voice and balled a fellow townsman ldling
nearby.

“"Hey, Jake—come here!"

lutroduced an Mr. Breed, Jake pleaded gullty to
ownership of the fastest and stanchest power-
crufser in the adjacent waters, which he was
avariclously keen to charter.

They observed it religlously: within ten minutes
they stood upon a float at the fool of a fight of
wooden steps down the side of the town wharf,
while the promised rowboat of Mr. Breed drew In,
al most lelsurely pace, to meet them.

It the boatowner's Indifference to Alan's clearly
expressed wishes in this respect exasperated, ft
was forgotten in the rellsf of at length gettlng
aboard and away from the wharf. Ths burden of
Alan's solicitude seemed to grow lighter with
every squeal of the greaseleas osrlocks, with
every dip and splash of the blades which, wielded
by & crew of villalnous eountenance, brought them
nearer the bandsome motorboat which Mr. Breed
designated as his own. It was not until Alan
looked up suddenly to find Mr. Breed covering
him with & revolver of most vicious charseter that
he had the least apprehension of any danger near
er than the offing, where Judith's schooner might
be lurking, waiting for Its prey to come out and
be devoured.

“I'l take that money-belt of yours, young feller ™
Mr. Preed announced, “and be quick about it—not
forgetting what's in your trouserspocket!™

motorboat was heading out of the harbor.

Within five she had left It well astern and
was shooting rapidly westwards, making nothing
of the buffets of a very tolerable sea klcked up
by the freshening southwesterly wind

“My friend,” he observed languidly, “as our ac-
quaintance ripens I am more and more Impressed
that neither of us was born to die a natural death,
whether abed or at the hands of those who mislike
us; but rather to be hanged as common pirates.”

“You have the courage of Ignorance,” TRarcus
replied coolly; “If you'll take the trouble to glance
astern, 1 promise you & sight that will move you
to suspend judgment for the time belng.”

Al this Alan sat up with a start,

Black agalnst the loom of the Elizabeth islands,
through which they had navigated while he nodded,
shone the milk-white salls of an able schooner.

Sheets all taut and every inch of canvas fat with
the beam wind, she footed It merrily in their wake
—a ellver Jet spouting from her cutwater.

IMI—-HELL-FIRE,

But by this stage In his history, Mr. Taw had
arrived al a state of mind immune to surprise at
the discovery that he had once more falled to
elude the vigllance and pertinacity of the woman
who sought his life.

He viewed the schooner with no mora display of
emotion that resided in pnarrowing evellds and a
tightening of the muscles about his mouth.

“"Much farther to go?" he inquired presently, in
& colorless volce.

“At our present pace—say, two hours.”

“And will that enable us to hold our own?"

“Just about,"” Barcus allowed, squinting critically
&t the chase; “she's some footer, that schooner;
and this is just the wind she lHkes beast.”

"How much lead have we got?™

“A mile or so—none too much.”

“Anything to be done to mend matters?™

“Nothing—but pray, If you remember how ™

In the end, they made it by & narrow margin.
The face of Judith Trine was distinctly revealed
by the chill gray light of early dawn to those
aboard the power cruiser as she swept up through
the reaches of New Badford harhor and aimed for
the first whar! that promised a fair landing on
the maln waterfront of the elty.

Thers was nelther a pollceman nor a watehman
of any sort in sight.

Nor was there, for all his hopes and pravers,
based on the telegram to Digby, a sign of a motor-
CAT.

Stlll, not much of the strest was revealed. Tha
docks on elther hand were walled and roofed, cut-
ting off tha view,

It they ran for It, they must surely bs over
hauled. Bomething must be done to hinder the
crew of the schooner from landing,

“Here!" hie crlied sharply to Barcus. “You take
Rose and hurry to the street and find that motor.
car, | know ghe's there., Digbhy never falled me
yot!"

“But you—*

“Don't waste times worrring about me,
with you in three shakes. I'm only golng to put a
spoke In Judith's wheel. I've got & scheme'"

As for his scheme—he had nons other than to
give them battle, to sacrifice himself if need ba,
1o make sure ths sscape of Rose,

Bheer luck smlled on him to this extent that in

I'll be

{a the passion of his indignation, Alan neglocted 4 turpisg his eye lighted on a fourfoot length of

etout, threeinch scantling
able club
But soon, disarmed, his case was desperate—
and thers were two already safe upon the dock and
others madly scrambling up to re-enforee them.
Wildly cast about for some substitute weapon,

an excellently formid.

ba loapad toward & small pyramid of little but
heavy kegs, and salzing one swung It overhead
ond cast it full force Into the midriff of his near
est enemy; g0 that this one doubled up convulsive
¥, with a elekish grunt, apd vanished In turn over
the end of the wharf

His fellow followed with lees injury. But Alan
had no time to wonder whether the man had
tripped and thrown himself, in hie effort to escapa
a second hurtling keg, or had turned coward and
fled. 1t was enough that he had returned, pre-
¢ipltately and henvily, to the schooner

The keg, mesting with no resistance. pursued
bim even to the deck, where the force of its im-
pact =plit fis seams

Nona of the combatants, however, Alan least of
all, noticed that the powder that filtered out was
blnck and coaree Alnn, indeed. had only the
hezlest notlon that they wers powder kegs he used
A8 ammunition. That they were heavy and hurt
when they collided with human flesh and bone was
all that Interested him.

In the same breath he heard a friendly voice
ehout warning far up the dock, and kdew that
Barcus was coming to his aid.

A glance overshoulder, too, discovered the canses
of the warning: twe men who had thus far es-
caped his attentions and who were mansuvering
to fall upon him from behind. The bound required
to evade them brought him face to face with
Judith as she landed on the doeck,

“Oh,” ehe erled, “I hate you, 1 hate you!™

“8So, you've said, my dear, but—"

His final words were not audible even to him-
#elf. In his confidence (now that Barcus was tak-
Ing care of the others) and hi= !mpatiencs with
the woman, and In his perhaps unworthy wish to
demonstrate conclusively how cheap he held her,
Alan had tossed the plstol over the end of tha
whart

It was an old-fashioned weapon, and the force
with whieh It struck the deck released the ham-
mer

instantly the 44 cartridge blazed into the open
head of a broken powder keg.

And with a roar llke the Trump of Doom and a
mighty gust of flame and smoke, the decks of
the schooner were riven and shattered; her masts
tottered and fell

IV—ANTICLIMAX,

Alan eame to himself supported by Barcus—his
senses still reeling from the concuesion of that
thunderbolt which he had so unwittingly loosed—
the cloud of sulphurous smoke not yet dissipated
by the wind.

Judith lay at his fect, stunned? and round about
other figures of men insensible, If not, for all he
could say, dead,

And then Bareus was huetling him uncersmo-
nlously down the whart.

"Come! Come!™ he rallled Alan. “Pull your-
eelf together and keep m stiff upper lip. Rose ia
waiting In the car, and if you don't want to be
arrested, vou'll stir your stumps, my son! That
exploglon s golng to bring the worthy burghers of
New Bedford buzzing round our ears like a EwWarm
of hornets!™

His predictlon was justified sven before it was
made: already the nearby dwellings were vomiting
half-clothed humanity; already a score of peopla
were galloping down toward the head of the wharf;
and in their number a policeman appeared as If
by magie,

And while the man hesitated, Alan grabbed him
by the shoulder, threw him bodily from the car,
dropped into his seat, cried a warning to Rose,
and threw {n the clutch. The machine respondsd
without a jar: they were a hundred feet distant
from the scene of the accident before Alan was
fairly settled In his place.

Yet his congratulations were prematurs: they
were not ten minutes out of the environs of the
city when Rose left her seat and knelt behind
his, to communicate the intelligence that they
were already being pursued.

A heavy touring car, she sald It was, driven
by a man, a woman in the seat by his side—
Judith the latter, the man an old employs of her
father's by the name of Marrophat

Marrophat!

Alan remembered that one.

He could only trust in his skill as & driver:
and ekill s the lesser factor in such a race.

As they approached at express speed the streteh
where the road paralleled ths tracks Alan sought
to hug the left hand side of the road, but in valn.

He heard the far hoottoot of a frelght loco-
motive .

The sun swung in the heavens like a ball on &
string. There was a crash, a roar . There
was nothing—oblivien ]

The car hed turned turtle, pinning Rose and
Alan beneath it. -

“Alan!"™ she gasped. "You are not killed?

“No—not even much hurt, I fancy,” he replied.
“And you?"

“Not much—"

The deep-throated roar of the locomotive bel.
lowidg danger silenced him, He closed his eyes

Then abruptly the welght was lifted from his
chest. He saw & man dragging Rose from under
the machine, and saw that the man was Marro-
vhat. And almost immediately someone lifted his
head and shoulders, caught him with two hands
beneath his arm pits, and drew him clear of the
machine

And the fece of his rescuer was the face of
Judith Trine

‘Well, if you must know—Iit's true.
myself to kill you. 1 would to God I could. But 1
I can't For all that, you shall dle—I
could not save you If | would! And this I promise
you: you shall never see Rose again before you
die!™

And whlle he stood gaping, she swung from
him and ran, quickly covering the littls distance
between him and the car,

As she Jumped into this and dropped down uponm
the seat beslde her half-conscious sister, Marro-

I ean’t bring

phat ewung the car sway.

It vanlshed in a dust-cloud as a throng of rafl
road employees surrounded and assalled him with
clamorous questions.

END OF CRACK 0O' DOOM.
B (To be continued.)
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